Hea were pabbbe di poi 


Una nera rabbia di poesia 


Fierpaols Pasolini, bette c interpretate da Ginlia Stecchi 


1) me vias |é fini. 

Dols odour di polenta 

e iris-c" sigus di bias, 

V8 me wits le fimit, 

“Ti wens cd di muallris, 
ma nuabins 34 vif, 

ast wif quiés © muars 
coma maga cha passa 
scunussida enira i bars”, 


li mic viaggie ¢ finite. Dobee oder: di polenta ¢ tristi gridi di buoi, 11 
Mit Viaggio € fino. “Tu veend qua fra nol, ma no s1 Vive, 1 Vive quiet ec 
mori, come un'acgua che passa sconosciuia tra le sicpi ”. 
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A black rage of poetry 

Pierpaolo Pasolini, read and interpreted by Giulio Stocchi I] me vlas I'e 
finitet. 

Sweet smell of polenta 

and tris-c' sigus di bous. 

It's over. 

"You come like never before, 

in nualtris si vif, 

has so keen quiés e muars 

como n'aga ch'a passa 

“scunussuda enfra 1 bars.” 

My journey is over. Sweet smell of polenta and sad cries of oxen. I1 

my journey is over. “You come here among us, but we live, we live 
quiet and dead, like water that passes unknown between the hedges’”’. 

(Tornant al pais (1941) in The best youth, Turin, Einaudi 1975, p. 18) 
Oh, Ninarieddo, do you remember that dream 

which we have talked about many times 

I was in the car, and I was leaving alone, with the empty seat next to me, 
and you were running after me; 

He saw me I'e finit... 

at the height of the still half-open door, running anxious and stubborn, 
you shouted to me 

with a bit of childish crying in his voice: 

Dad, will you take me with you? Will you pay for my trip? » 

It was the trip of a lifetime 

(One of the many epilogues (1969) in Trasumanar e organizer, Milan, 
Garzanti 1971, p.74) El me vias I'é finit. 

"You come like never before 

in nualtris si vif, 

has so keen quiés e muars 

como n'‘aga ch'a passa 

“scunussuda enfra 1 bars” . 

“You come here among us, but we live, we live quiet and dead, like 
water that passes unknown between the hedges”... 


Show my face, my thinness - 

raise my single, childish voice - 

it no longer makes sense: cowardice becomes accustomed 

a black rage of poetry 
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to see someone die in the most atrocious way 

the others, with the strangest indifference. 

I die, and this also harms me. 

(La Guinea (1961) in Poetry in the form of a rose, Milan, Garzanti 
1964, p. 15) Oh, Ninarieddo, do you remember that dream we talked about 
so many times... 

the poets, destined to glimpse freedom in the opposite of what they do, 
are poets of the common good, and, without complicity, they would be 
incomprehensible. 

They don't want to have rights - 

in jest or in pride they do nothing but ask for mercy from those who, if 
they really want, grant it to them (Free book (1970) in Trasumanar, cit. pp. 
148-149) The whole world is my unburied body. 

Crumbled atoll 

from the blows of the blue grains of the sea 

(The beautiful flags (1962) in Poetry in the form of a rose cit., pp. 124- 
125) I was in the car, and I was leaving alone, with the empty seat next to 
me... 

All the wounds are in the sun 

and He dies before your eyes 

of all 

and you ran after me... 

Why was Christ EXPOSED on the Cross? 

Oh shock of the heart to the naked 

body of the young man... atrocious 

insult to his raw modesty... 

We need to expose ourselves (this teaches us 

the poor nailed Christ?) 

Poets do nothing else 

than asking for mercy... 

We will be offered on the cross, 


in the pillory, between the pupils 

clear with ferocious joy, 

discovering the styles with irony 

blood from my chest to my knees, 

mild, ridiculous, trembling 

of intellect and passion in the game 
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of the heart burned by its fire, 

to witness the scandal. 

(The crucifixion (1948) in The Nightingale of the Catholic Church, 
Turin, Einaudi 1976, pp. 85-86) Nothing is more terrible 

of diversity. Exposed every moment 

- endless shouting - exception 

incessant - unbridled madness 

(Reality (1960) in Poetry in the form of a rose cit., p. 49) Are you 
blushing? 

Think of yourself as a thirteen year old, 

by train, with your hands 

clasped on the tender lap. 

Think about yourself under the flood 

of the shower, in Bologna, 

with the costume dissolved 

drunk with shame. 

(Solitude (1946) in L'usignolo cit., p. 47) All the wounds are in the 
sun... 

I fall in love with bodies 

who have my flesh 

of a son — with the womb 

that burns with shame- 

the mysterious bodies 

of pure beauty 

virgin and honest, closed 

in an oblivious game 

of smiles and grace... 

(Memoirs (1948) in L'usignolo cit., p. 77) Poets do nothing else 


than asking for mercy from those who, if they really want, will grant it... 

In a faint stench of slaughter 

I see the image of my body: 

half naked, ignored, almost dead. 

This is how I wanted to be crucified, 

with a blaze of tender horror, 

as a child, already an automaton of my love. 

(L'ex vita (1948) in L'usignolo cit., p. 108) a black rage of poetry 
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But it is there in existence 

something other than love 

for your own destiny. 

It's a calculation without 

miracle that heartfelt 

or I suspect that it cracks. 

Our history! vice 

of pure love, strength 

rational and divine. 

(The discovery of Marx (1949) in L'usignolo cit., p. 126) Ti vens ca di 
nualtris.. 

“You come here among us, but we live, we live quiet and dead, like 
water that passes unknown between the hedges” ... 

Do you remember that evening in Ruda? 

Our giving ourselves, together, to a game 

of pure passion, measure of our rawness 

youth, still little of our heart 

more than childish? It was a struggle 

burning with itself, but its fire 

it spread beyond us; the night, 

remember?, it was all full of them in the cool 

empty, in the streets traveled by crowds 

of laborers dressed for the holidays 

And then the songs, the poor glasses 

of wine on tables in the dark 

tavern the clear faces of the revelers 

around us, their certain eyes on 


our uncertain ones, the discouraged harmonics 

and the beautiful flag in the corner 

in the light of the damp room 

( Quadri friulani (1955) in Le ceneri di Gramsci, Milan, Garzanti 1957, 
pp. 61-62) you shouted at me 

with a bit of childish crying in his voice: Dad, will you take me with 
you? Will you pay for my trip?... 

...but down, in Viale Marconi, 

at Trastevere station, it appears 

still sweet in the evening... 

a black rage of poetry 


i stias The last customers 

they chat standing with voices 

high in the night, here and there, at the tables 
rooms still shiny and half-empty. 

Stupendous and miserable city, 

who taught me what is cheerful and ferocious 
men learn children, 

the little things where the greatness 

of life in peace we discover, how 

go hard and ready in the crowd 

of the streets, turn to another man 

without trembling, do not be ashamed 

to look at the money being counted 

to defend myself, to offend, to have 

the world before your eyes and beyond 

only in the heart, to understand 

that few know the passions 

where I lived: 

who are not brotherly to me, and yet they are 
brothers precisely in having 

passions of men 

how cheerful, unconscious, whole 

they live from experiences 

unknown to me. Stunning and miserable 


city that you made me do 

experience of that life 

unknown: until I am discovered 

what, in each, was the world. 

The crying of the excavator (1956) in Ceneri cit, pp. 98-99) I'll give you 
something else... 

“You come here among us, but we live, we live quiet and dead, like 
water that passes unknown between the hedges’... 

It's almost time for dinner; 

the rare neighborhood buses shine, 

with groups of workers at the counters, 

and groups of soldiers go, without haste, 

towards the mountain that hides among earthworks 

soaked and dry piles of rubbish 

in the shadows, holed up sluts 

a black rage of poetry 
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waiting angrily above the dirt 

aphrodisiac 

(Gramsci's Ashes (1954) in Ceneri, cit., p. 83) Sex, consolation of 
poverty! 

The whore is a queen, her throne 

it is a ruin, its land a piece 

of shitty lawn 

But in the waste of the world, it is born 

a new world: new laws are born 

where there is no longer law; a new one is born 

honor where honor is dishonor... 

Powers and nobility are born, 

ferocious, in the heaps of hovels, 

in the boundless places where you believe 

that the city ends, and where instead 

start again, enemy, start again 

thousands of times, with bridges 

and labyrinths, construction sites and earthworks, 

behind storms of skyscrapers, 


that cover entire horizons 

(Sex, consolation of misery (1955) in The religion of my time, Poems, 
Garzanti 1971, p.178) 

Rome smeared like mud on the blade 

inflamed with the sky, boys in bloom, 

all summer in the grama t-shirt 

(The persecution (1962) in Poetry in the form of a rose cit., p. 70) 

"Shut up, Pa’, give us a hard time!" » 

Giorgio, Giannetto, Carlo, the Moro, 

and the others, the lazy twenty-five year olds, 

already a little balding, with a few years in prison; the first-born 
younger brothers, who 

like a happy clown in his father's shoes. 

Running, Giorgio has the face of Carlo Levi, auspicious divinity, doing 
an overhead kick, 

Giannetto has the hilarity of Moravia, the Moro 

putting it off, it's Vigorelli, when he gets angry or embraces, and Coen, 
and Alicata, and Elsa Morante, and the editors of Paese Sera or Avanti, and 
Libero Bigiaretti, play with me, among the little trees of the Trullo, some in 
defense, who is on the attack. 

And next to a golden garbage dump there is Ungaretti, laughing. 

And the young people, who, to the young people of the Trullo, are 
brothers, Siciliano, Dacia, Garboli, Bertolucci son; and, like Sordello, 
disapproving and in love, Citati. And who is there, on that earth with a pink 
jar and a yellow core? 

Baldini and Natalia. Roversi and Leonetti 

and Fortini, get off at the bus stop, a black anger of poetry 
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(Peter II (1964) in Poetry in the form of a rose cit., pp. 79-80) Show my 
face, my thinness - 

raise my single, childish voice - 

it doesn't make sense anymore 

The whole world is my unburied body. 

Crumbled atoll... 

desperate 

vibrations scrape the silence 


which tastes hopelessly like old milk, 

of empty squares, of innocence. 

Already at least since seven, that vibration 

it grows with the sun. 

But between the stubborn outbursts of the 

bucket, how blind it seems, blind 

crumbles, blindly grasps, 

as if he had no destination, 

a sudden, human scream, 

is born, and at times repeats itself, 

so crazy with pain, that, human, 

immediately it no longer seems, and becomes again 

dead screeching. 

She's screaming, torn apart 

for months and years of matins 

sweats—accompanied 

from the silent crowd of its stonecutters, 

the old excavator: but, at the same time, the fresh earthwork disturbed, 
or, in the short border 

of the twentieth-century horizon, 

the whole neighborhood...* It's the city, 

sunk in a festive glow, 

—1is the world. He mourns what he has 

end and start again. What was 

grassy area, open clearing, and it's done 

courtyard, white as wax, 

closed in a decorum that is resentment; 

what was almost an old fair 

of fresh plaster crooked in the sun, 

and it becomes a new isolated, teeming one 

in an order that is extinguished pain 

a black rage of poetry 
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(The crying of the excavator (1956) in Ceneri cit., pp. 116-118) Do you 
remember that evening in Ruda? 

the beautiful flag in the corner 


in the light of the damp room 

the clear faces of the revelers 

around us, their certain eyes on 

our uncertainties, the discouraged harmonics... 

music sung by the bands 

scattered here and there, the brass glittering 

between t-shirts and red rosettes, 

in the traffic jam of the nameless river. 

And behold, uncertainly, an old man stands up 

from the white head the cap, 

catches in the new breath of passion 

a flag held on his shoulders 

from someone in front of him, to his chest 

he tightens it, and then while they sing 

everyone, united around the yellows 

village trumpets, stop 

on wobbly legs, and shakes 

at the time the flag holy to him 

overhead, singing loudly 

hoarse, of a poor drunk laborer. 

Then the song, which had risen 

joyful, desperate, cease, and the old 

drop the flag, and slow, 

with tears in my eyes, 

he pulls his cap back onto his head. 

(A controversy in verse (1956) in Ceneri cit., pp. 128-129) In an order 
that is extinguished pain 

Suddenly my poet friends, 

who share the ugly whiteness like me 

of these Sixties, 

men and women, just a little older 

or younger - they are there, in the sun. 

I didn't know how to have grace 

to hold them tight - in the shadow of a life that takes place too attached 

to the radical sloth of my soul. 

a black rage of poetry 
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(The beautiful flags (1962) in Poetry in the form of a rose cit., p. 124) In 
the ugly whiteness 

of these Sixties... 

Everything gives me pain: these people 

that supinely follows every call 

from which her masters want her to be called, 

adopting, carelessly, the most infamous 

habits of predestined victim; 

the gray of his clothes on the gray streets; her gray gestures in which 
she seems printed 

the silence of the evil that invades it; 

its swarming around a well-being 

illusory, like a flock around a few crops; its regularity of tide, so it held 

and deserts alternate in the streets, 

ordered by haunted ebbs and flows 

and anonymous of stale needs; 

its swarms at the gloomy bars, at the gloomy cinemas, 

the heart darkly surrendered to the quia... 

(The religion of my time (1962) in Religion cit., p. 238) A black anger 
of poetry in the chest. 

A crazy old age of a young man. 

(Fragment to death (1969) in Religion cit., p. 304) Death is not 

in not being able to communicate 

but in no longer being able to be understood 

(A desperate vitality (1963) in Poetry in the form of a rose cit., pp. 131- 
132) I wonder what mothers you had. 

If they saw you at work now 

in a world unknown to them, 

taken in a never completed tour 

of experiences so different from theirs, 

What look would they have in their eyes? 

If they were there while you were writing 

your piece, conformists and baroques, 

or you pass it on to broken editors 

with every compromise, would they understand who you are? 


Mediocre mothers, who didn't have 

never a word of love for you, 

a black rage of poetry 
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if not of a sordidly silent love 

of a beast, and they raised you in it, 

powerless to the real calls of the heart. 

Servile mothers, accustomed for centuries 

to bow your head without love, 

to pass on to their fetus 

the ancient, shameful secret 

to be content with the remains of the party. 

(Ballad of mothers (1962) in Poetry in the form of a rose cit., pp. 7-8) A 
black anger of poetry in the chest... 

But why force me to hate, me 

that almost grateful to the world for my evil, my being different - and 
therefore hated - yet I don't know what to love, faithful and heartfelt? 

(Récit (1956) in Ceneri cit., p. 91) It is difficult to say with the words of 
a son 

what in my heart I resemble very little. 

You are the only one in the world who knows about my heart what it has 
always been, before any other love. 

This is why I must tell you what is horrendous to know: it 1s within your 
grace that my anguish is born. 

You are irreplaceable. For this she is damned 

to loneliness the life you gave me. 

I do not want to be alone. I'm endlessly hungry 

of love, of the love of bodies without souls. 

Because the soul is in you, it is you, but you 

you are my mother and your love is my slavery: For this she is damned 

to loneliness the life you gave me. 

(Supplication to my mother (1963) in Poetry in the form of a rose cit., p. 
29) Loneliness: you have to be very strong 

to love solitude; you need to have good legs and uncommon stamina; 
you shouldn't risk cold, flu or sore throat; there is no need to fear robbers or 
murderers; if you have to walk 


for the whole afternoon or perhaps for the whole evening you have to 
know how to do it without realizing it; there 1s nothing to sit down; 
especially in winter; with the wind blowing on the wet grass, and with the 
large stones among the damp and muddy rubbish; there is absolutely no 
comfort, there is no doubt about that, other than that of having a whole day 
and night ahead of a black rage of poetry 
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without duties or limits of any kind. 

Sex is a pretext. However many meetings there are 

- and even in winter, on the streets abandoned to the wind, among the 
waste fields against distant buildings, they are many - they are nothing but 
moments of solitude; the warmer and more alive is the gentle body 

who anoints with seed and goes away, 

colder and more deadly is the beloved desert around. 

As you get older, however, tiredness begins to make itself felt, 
especially when dinner time has just passed, and nothing has changed for 
you; then for a breath you don't scream or cry; and this would be enormous 
if it weren't just tiredness, and perhaps a little hunger. Huge, because it 
would mean that your desire for solitude could not be more satisfied, so 
what awaits you if what is not considered solitude is true solitude, the one 
you cannot accept? 

There is no dinner or lunch or satisfaction in the world that is worth an 
endless walk through the poor streets, where you have to be wretched and 
strong, brothers of dogs. 

(Verses from a testament (1971) in Trasumanar cit., pp. 106-107) The 
whole world is my unburied body. 

Crumbled atoll 

from the blows of the blue grains of the sea... 

They will rise from the bottom of the sea 

thousands of men 

with little bodies and eyes 

of poor fathers' dogs 

on boats launched in the Kingdoms of Hunger. They will bring with 
them the children, and the bread and cheese, in the yellow cards of Easter 
Monday. 


They will bring their grandmothers and donkeys on triremes stolen from 
colonial ports. 

They will land in Crotone or Palmi, 

by the millions, dressed in rags 

Asians, and American shirts. 

They are always humble 

they are always weak 

they are always shy 

they are always low 

they are always guilty 

they are always subjects 

they are always small, 

they who never wanted to know, they who only had eyes to beg, they 
who lived like murderers under the earth, they who lived like bandits at the 
bottom of the sea, they who lived like madmen in the middle of the sky, 
they who built themselves 

laws outside the law, 

they will sail from the bottom of the sea to kill, - they will descend from 
the sky to expropriate - and to teach their fellow workers the joy of life to 
teach the bourgeois 

the joy of freedom 

a black rage of poetry 
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to teach Christians 

the joy of death 

they will destroy Rome 

and its ruins 

they will lay the germ 

of Ancient History. 

(Prophecy (1964) in Poetry in the form of a rose cit., pp. 101-103) But 
then Peter II, who descends on his square, suddenly deserted, and in the 
trauma 

of the wound that traces two furrows of blood on his chest, he passes 
over his chest, over his clothes, his hands, amazed at being so alone, at 
having to die. 

“T was Pope - he shouts - out of poetic love for Christ. ” 


Nobody understands this, neither the bourgeois nor the barbarians. 

The age is ours, only closer to the end, and it is the beginning of the 
New Prehistory. 

( Pietro II (1963) in Poetry in the form of a rose cit., p. 77) Dols odour 
di polenta 

and tris-c' sigus di bous... 

Sweet smell of polenta and sad cries of oxen... 

He saw me I'e finit.... 

I1 popul al era il furmint ch'a no'l mour. 

Adés al scuminsia a mori. Qualchidun 

to tociat his soul. Bocis and men 

a vivin, brus e tris'c, coma ta un siun. 

A son coma mas, a no cognossin pietat, 

to zirin blancs di musa coma rinegas, 

for the sake of wealth and freedom 

that maybe they wanted to, but they didn't want to. 

The people were the wheat that does not die. Now it's starting to die. 
Someone touched his soul. Boys and men, they live, ugly and bad, as in a 
dream. 

They are like madmen, they know no mercy, they walk around white- 
faced like renegades, for that little bit of wealth and freedom, which 
perhaps they wanted, but did not earn. 

(To the Greek students in a breath (1974) in Tetro enthusiasm — New 
form of La Migliore Giovanito, Turin, Einaudi 1975) 

The mass, not the people, the mass 

determined to be corrupted 

the world now faces, 

a black rage of poetry 
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and transforms it, with every screen, with every video 

it drinks, pure horde that breaks in 

with pure greed, shapeless 

desire to participate in the party. 

(11 wisteria (1960) in Religion cit., p. 315) They did not elect a superior, 
but an equal. For the first time in the history of democracies They did not 


want to choose a superior man; but an ignorant one like them; with their 
face - 

a little too much, and involuntarily, expressive, a man with whom one 
urinates at the urinals as with a brother. So what are these idiots waiting for, 

to kill me (or at least to spit in my face) ( Political poem (1971) in 
Trasumanar cit., pp. 159-160) As Euripides says: “Democracy consists 

in these simple words: 

Who has some useful advice to give to your homeland? ” 

So, my recommendations will be moderate crazy. 

After my death, therefore, my absence will not be felt: ambiguity 
matters as long as the Ambiguous 1s alive. 

(Communication to Ansa (1969) in Trasumanar cit., p 69) Boys and 
men live, ugly and bad, as in a dream... 

And here are some young people, with barbarian mustaches, and 
foreheads as hard and low as those of grazing beasts, here they are shouting 
at the provocation with the ways of provocation. 

They are, unfortunately, what they seem. They scream: 

« Not democracy but revolution! »She Li got hysterical. 

No one could ever hold them back: the extremist cry saves them like a 
medicine that silences reality. 

Pale, with protruding cheekbones, small hard foreheads, large 
mustaches twisted at right angles, the color of tobacco. 

( Trasumanar e organizer (1971) in Trasumanar cit., p. 74) Thus, my 
advice will be of moderate madness... 

Oh unfortunate generation! 

What will happen tomorrow, if this ruling class - 

when they were just starting out 

they did not know the poetry of tradition 

they made it an unhappy experience because without a realistic smile it 
was inaccessible to him 

and even for the little they knew her, they had to demonstrate that they 
wanted to know her, but with detachment, outside the game. 

a black rage of poetry 
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Oh unfortunate generation! 


that in the winter of '70 you wore fancy coats and shawls and were 
spoiled 

who taught you not to feel inferior - 

you removed your divinely childish uncertainties - anyone who is not 
aggressive is the enemy of the people! 

The books, the old books passed before your eyes like objects of an old 
enemy 

you felt the obligation not to give in 

faced with the beauty born of forgotten injustices you were ultimately 
devoted to good feelings 

from which you defended yourself as from beauty 

with racial hatred against passion; 

you came into the world, which is large and yet so simple, and found 
yourself laughing at tradition, 

and you took this falsely ribald irony literally, erecting youthful barriers 
against the ruling class of the past; youth passes quickly; oh unfortunate 
generation you will reach middle age and then old age without having 
enjoyed what you had the right to enjoy and which cannot be enjoyed 
without anxiety and humility 

and so you will understand that you have served the world 

against whom you zealously "carried on the fight": it was he who 
wanted to discredit history - his; it was he who wanted to make a clean 
sweep of his past; oh unfortunate generation, and you obeyed by 
disobeying! 

It was that world that asked its new children to help it contradict itself, 
to continue; 

you will find yourself old without the love of books and life and, if you 
were intellectuals, 

so you didn't want to be completely, 

while this was your true duty among many, and why did you commit 
this betrayal? 

for the love of the worker: but no one asks a worker not to be a worker 
to the core 

the workers did not cry in front of the masterpieces but they did not 
perpetrate betrayals that lead to blackmail and therefore unhappiness 

oh unfortunate generation 


you will cry, but with lifeless tears 

because maybe you won't even know how to go back 

to what, having not had, you have not even lost; As I grew older I saw 
your heads full of pain where a confused idea swirled, an absolute certainty, 
a presumption of heroes destined not to die - 

oh unfortunate guys, who saw at your fingertips a wonderful victory 
that did not exist! 

(The poetry of tradition (1970) in Trasumanar cit., pp. 124-126) So, my 
advice will be moderately crazy... 

Here speaks a miserable and impotent Socrates 

who knows how to think and not philosophize, 

a black rage of poetry 
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who nevertheless has pride 

not just to be a connoisseur 

(the most exposed and neglected) 

of historical changes, but also 

to be directly involved 

and desperately interested. 

( Verses as thin as rain (1974) in Tetro enthusiasm cit., p. 254) After my 
death, therefore, my absence will not be felt: ambiguity matters as long as 
the Ambiguous is alive... 

Show my face, my thinness - 

raise my single, childish voice - 

it doesn't make sense anymore... 

We must condemn 

severely who 

believe in good feelings 

and in innocence. 

We must condemn 

equally severely who 

you love the underclass 

devoid of class consciousness. 

We must condemn 

with the utmost severity 

who listens to himself and expresses 


dark and scandalous feelings. 

These words of condemnation 

they began to resonate 

in the heart of the fifties 

and they have continued to this day. 

Meanwhile innocence, 

that actually existed, 

he began to lose himself 

in corruptions, recantations and neuroses. 

Meanwhile the underclass, 

that actually existed, 

it ended up becoming 

a reserve of the lower middle class. 

Meanwhile the feelings 

which were by their nature dark 

they were hit 

in the regret of missed opportunities. 

Naturally, who condemned 

a black rage of poetry 
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he didn't notice all this: 

he continues to laugh at innocence, 

to take no interest in the underclass 

and to declare reactionary feelings. 

( Verses as thin as rain (1974) in Tetro enthusiasm cit., pp. 253-254) The 
populace was the furmint ch'a no'l mour. 

Adés al scuminsia a mori. Qualchidtn 

to tociat his soul... 

The people were the wheat that does not die. Now it's starting to die. 
Someone touched his soul... 

He saw me I'e finit... 

And the wind, from Grado or Trieste, 

or from the mangredi under the Pre-Alps, 

it blows and kidnaps from the sadness 

voices from dinner, some heartbeats 

purer, or in the buzz of the marshes 


a few more dismayed screams, or some 

darker sense of freshness in the moist 

desert of arable land, of reeds, 

some woods around the results... 

They are flavors of that quiet world 

and dismayed, naively lost 

in a single summer, in a single old man 

winter... 

( Quadri friulani (1955) in Ceneri cit., p. 64) So I will give advice from 
a moderate madman... 

He saw me I'e finit.... 

I die and this also harms me... 

So I will give moderate crazy advice... 

A 1s almost Sigur who chista 

ais my last poem by furlan; 

and I want to talk to a fascist 

before them (or those who sit) distant mass. 

Al 1s a zovin fascist, 

al varan wins one, wins two: 

al é nassut ta a country, 

a black rage of poetry 

I? 

and al € zut a scuela in sitat. 

It is almost certain that this is my last poem in Friulian: and I want to 
speak to a fascist, before I, or he, are too far away, a young fascist, he will 
be twenty-one, twenty-two years old: he was born in a town and went to 
school in the city. 

A1 is alt, cui ociaj, the vistit 

gray, 1 Clavie] course: 

when he promised to talk to me 

i crot chta no‘l saved us from politics 

and chtal serci tames to define the Latin 

and the Greek, against me; they didn't know 

if you love Latin, Greek - and ciaviej curs. 

Look, he's tall and gray like an Alpin. 


tall, with glasses, gray suit, short hair: when he starts talking to me, I 
think he knows nothing about politics and is only trying to defend Latin and 
Greek against me; not knowing how much I love Latin, Greek - and short 
hair. I look at him, he is tall and gray like an Alpine soldier. 

"Come on, come on, Phaedrus. 

Listen. I want to make a speech 

ch'al soméa to a will. 

But remember, I have no illusions 

«Come here, come here, Phaedrus. Listen. I want to give you a speech 
that seems like a will. But remember, I have no illusions about you: I know, 
I know well, that you do not have, and do not want to have, a free heart, and 
you cannot be sincere: but even if you are dead, I will talk to you. 

Defend the mulberry and alder stakes in the name of the Gods, Greek or 
Chinese. 

Die of love for the vineyards. For the figs in the gardens. The logs, the 
sticks. 

For the shorn heads of your companions. Defend the fields between the 
town and the countryside, with their abandoned cobs. Defend the meadow 
between the last house in the village and the canal. Farmhouses resemble 
churches: enjoy this idea, keep it in your heart. Confidence with the sun and 
the rain, you know, is holy wisdom. Defend, preserve, pray! 

So, boy with dead socks, I have told you what the Gods of the fields 
want. Where you were born. Where as a child you learned their 
Commandments. But in the city? There Christ is not enough. We need the 
Church: but it must be modern. And the poor are needed. 

You defend, conserve, pray: but love the poor: love their diversity. He 
loves their desire to live alone in their world, among meadows and 
buildings, a black anger of poetry 
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where the word of our world does not reach; loves the border they have 
marked between us and them; he loves their dialect invented every 
morning, so as not to be understood, so as not to share their joy with 
anyone. 

He loves the city sun and the misery of thieves; he loves the mother's 
flesh in his son. 

Just tame the sintimint 


from the life to the seats by dicu compain: 

It is enough that only the feeling of life is the same for everyone: the 
rest does not matter, young man holding the Book without the Word. 

Hic desinit cantus. Take this burden on your shoulders. I can't: no one 
would understand the scandal. An old man respects the judgment of the 
world: even if he doesn't care. And he has respect for what he is in the 
world. He must defend his weakened nerves and play the game he has never 
played. Take this burden, boy who hates me: carry it. He shines in the heart. 

E jo ciminarai 

lizéir, zint before, sielzint by still 

life, youth 

And I will tread lightly, going 

forward, choosing forever 

life, youth." 

( Greetings and wishes (1974) in Tetro enthusiasm cit., pp. 255-259) 
Crumbled atoll 

from the beatings... 

And, from this country in which it had no rest 

your tension, I feel what wrong 

-here in the quiet of the tombs- and together 

what reason — in the restless fate 

ours- you had drawn up the supreme 

pages in the days of your assassination. 

(Gramsci's Ashes (1954) in Ceneri cit., p. 75) The whole world is my 
unburied body... 


